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DEDICATION; 


To Mrs. GARRICK. 


Mau! try ; 
JER HAPS- 700 eme aware, on. you 
were Kind enough to ſhew. an early counte- 
nance to the following peut OrxRA, that: fo in- 
dulgent an overtere, entitled it in forme meaſure 
to your future patronage; indeed, notwithſtand- 
ing this circumſtance, you might probably have 
eſcaped the preſent mortifying ſituation, had not 
the author conceived, that his piece owes no in- 
conſiderable ſhare of its dramatic effe& to your 
taſte and judgment: hence aroſe an appeal to 
his feelings, too powerful to be treated with ſilent 


indifference.— 


— 


I mean not, however, to alarm your delicacy, 
by a recital of thoſe accompliſhments, which 
have long rendered you an ornament of the moſt 
faſhionable circles; ——nor by recounting thoſe 
private virtues, which ſtamp you one of the firſt 
patterns of domeſtic felicity; facts however agree- 
able or inſtructive they might prove to ſociety, I 
decline enumerating, in compliment to female 


diffidence. 
Having 
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Having therefore made the acknowledgement 
I conceive due upon this occaſion, it is high 
time for me frankly to confeſs, that vanity had 
ſome influence over me, when I preſumed to 
think of Mrs. GarRICk, for the Patronels of this 
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ACT. L. SCENE 1 


4 Hill in Gmeral Wonn ves houſs, adorned with mili» 
tary trophies ; rough s the Rar * we which, is 3 
a part of the garden. | 2 4 


Ni and | ry 


Jerny.—— |} NDEED' ma' am, T don't like to go 
near him beſides, what the deuce | 
ſhould he want with me? ' 

Nar. Oh fome freſh cee, I' warrant YOU :— 
but I deſire you'd go. 
Jenny. Lud ma'm ! he's FEY = ſuſpicious mor- 
tal, that L can do no good with him : — and its a ſhame 


to throw away good reaſoning, and fine fentiment, 
2 ſo unfeeling a | 


Mar. Prichee, don't de trifling do, gi, but go 
i him, and let us know the wo! 


Joy” Well, to Ferst you, x ma v, PH venture any 
ons hh 


6 ISIS IT VDL i 4 R Ti fondly: 
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5 . vi 
or what do I derive from fortune or education, but 


—_— which render my confinement inſupport- 


able !-—The family quarrel which ſeparates me from 
the man I love, and my father's unreaſonable ſuſpici- 
ons lie heavy on my ſpirits :—deny'd even to breathe 
that pute air, which nature deſigned as a common blef- 
ſing to all her creatures Surely the time will come 
when. I ſhall regain wy liberty, and my Byron have an 
opportunity of reſuming the tender ſubje of his paſ- 
ſion, ſo 1 cut in its infancy. 


„ 


in Baddch.” FN 


Soft Fancy thou truant to mmm + 
My ſummons oh quickly * at 
* Neglected by BrRox and thee, e 
How heavily 1 2 che day! 


= 


.. Thy.charms I've miſtaken for Long e's, _ 
= So artfully doſ thou \ beguile, 
9 magic enlivens the gra yes 
When he has forgotten to te b ic 
Du Jenvv haſtily. F woe . 
Dep. Oh dear, ma n !—charming news, n 
N, Tien art a mad git: bh 6s ths cauſe 
of this tranſport ? Pr . 30 
Jam. Lud ma 'm! as 1 N Ina breath, 
your papa is going down to, the borough W. bete for his 
iend, Mr. Indigo, the Nabob, and. big nephew, Sic 
ry Muff, the ſweet ſpark that lines his clothes with 


| fur i in hs, EPL ED ag lover that is to be— 


Nar. 


ACG, fie 3 


Nur. My lover that is to be Hbüt prithet geen. 
J. And ſo, mau, he has given us leave to divert 
ourſelves in the plantations, till he returns *—hE ſeit 
M in ſearch 'sf you, to” teln hö 'of 1 it derbe be” faw 
me. nne prota | E 

| pe. Indetd 2 ir 

Ju. Yes; indeed, aid” indeed "_ W T 
could let ese know of it, erhabene might pi 
us 2 viſit, * 

7 Nor That's FEI Jam + —bit 0 (here 


eomes my father” s cabinet counſellor. 


=, 
3 4. & 


hs | Enter Spy. - | 
e — Sir, what's your buſineſs? 
Spy. Buſineſs, madam !—no great matter of RY 
neſs truly ; only his wotſhip ordered me to tell you, 
that he was going to the election at Jippleell; and 
fo if ydu thought fit, you-and Mrs. Fey: might re- 
create yourſelves” in the pleaſure 'grounds we, * 
day) till he returns. 

Jen. There's kindneſs for you) madam? 

Spy, But be charg'd me to tell you; he'd have no 
lolling out of the ſummer-houſe window that. looks to 
the high road; —nor no ſinging, for fear you ſhould 
ſcare the wild=duoks that ufe Nene 1 2 
nnen 0 7 

Jen opaliagbur oy 1 ſppoſs, fultfear we 
ſhould ſee any thing in the ſhape of a man no- 
your bolt's ſhot . Vour maſter's very kind truly: af- 
ter doptiving us of every enſbyment for three months 
paſty hermdw-ſets'a' — us, ant'generoufly tells 
u&>wermulſt not taſte of it. 

B 2 Spy. 


* 


Zee 
— — 
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Spy. Why you know, Mrs. Jenny, I would refuſe 


you nothing; not even e to take a n 
me myſelf. f 


. That would be a ke diſh indeed * 5 

Mar. Come, come, no more of this; you may tell 
your maſter, I think myſelf obliged to; him, even for 
this limited indulgence ;—what does the fellow ſtand 
ſo like a ſtatue for-? 

yy. L only waits to let you in, that's a” 

Ner. You may ſave yqurſelf that Fl * giring 
the keys to my maid, _ 

Jen. Gi, give them to me, Sir. — 

Spy. — But ax ing your pardon, Miſs Narciſſa, that's 
not the caſe neither; I was ordered to lock the garden 
doors aſter you, and gary the 8 your 


papa. 

Nor. Lock us in, 0 what 35 

Jen. Ay, for what, Sir? 

Spy. For — for — oh — for fon the 50 
ſhould get in, and eat up all the ae that's 


7 all. 


Mar. 1 vadaf"ad my father's. ani Abitos! 
bet ONE ra ae ou x thy nt go open 


- | Exit Spy. 


Je. Now, vated nll. Mr. Byron be the gentle- 
man I take him for, he'll find it out ſome how or 
other, that the old gentleman has left his watch, and 
be here in the twinkling of an eye. 
Nar. Ah Fey / tis three — 118 
Jen. So it is, Ma'm, ſince he blew you the laſt kiſs 
from the orchard-wall, by OO? he Ih ſure it 

. almoſt 
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al mot melted my heart, it as ſeat up with ſuch a deey 
ſigh: poor young gentleman —I wiſh: 1 was not of 
ſo tender a conſtitution myſelf in theſe caſe. 

Nar. Heigh-day !-—why I ſhall look upon thee as my 
rival preſent] y :—well, I mult confeſs girl, that Byron 
finds in thee a powerful advocate, and I a faithful con- 
fidante: I hope we ſhall be enabledto reward thy fidelity. 

Fen. I ſhould be ſufficiently repaid, m'am, in ſeeing 
you happy : : dear me if he would but come now and 
offer himſelf a candidate, here, we might have a ſnug 
little election of our own :—he ſhould have my vote, 
and if r know any thing of eyes, HIRE think, but 
you'd immediately return him. | 

Nar. Faith, I'cannot ſwear that 1 wou owd not, Jem. 

Jen. Lud, ma'm II can eafily clamber over the 
pales if they do lock us in; —let me go then, and ſee 
if I can Find him any where. 

Nou. Heavens, girl, not for the world I —after ſuch 
an imprudent advance on my part, I need not wonder 
if a cool indifference ſhould ſucceed on his: for 1 have 
been told, Jenny, that men always ſet a value upon a 
conqueſt, in proportion to the eaſe, or difficulty with 
which it is obtained: —and yet I wiſh to ſee him but 
come, I am impatient to enjoy once more the beauties 
of nature: I am going into the drawing-room for my 
book; you'll find me at one of my favourite ſeats, 
where I really long to reſt myſelf,  [Exit. Nar. 


Jenwy, alone. 

Poor young lady !—I wonder ſhe holds it out ſo long: 
no ſletp o mights, and her little heart hurry ſcurry, 
hurry ſcurry ! all day :—thedeuce take the men ſay I, 
for a pack of uakeotgg numſkulls; 3 they are all alike — 


6 
wanderfully loving, 


dut if you give em —— not one 
mem M r rn 
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when locks and bars are between; 


2 A IR H. 26s Wrightes.. 


7 7 r 5 fu 1. man, 
| Your ſoſt nonſenſe forego; 
No heart you'll trepan 
Wick yaur ching — heighof | 
— the Way 2 fond damſel to woo. 


e--— _Ftruce to your — 


| Your ſobbing,” and pining 
* But prefs der! 
Careſs her! 


T elibeg is done, and de l don buckle to. 


( Exit Jenny. 


-» 
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Enter Guta weng find he gon, Fl rin 
[rials as bog.” 


| Ge Thew's 8 gna for you ade —Zount: 
if I had ſtole a march upon her a minute ſopner, I 
ſhould have catch'd//em out I Damme, if che liſe 1 
no lead is not more penilous, than when I was upon 
the coaſt of France, and expected a mins to be ſprung 
upon me every ſtep I advanced iA ſine bouncing. girt, 
ſeribbling dying ſongs, and love letters; frond morning 
till night; and ſnivelhng day after daꝝ for Liberty, BY 
order to run away with ;fome-ſcape-grace; who H cut 
my throat to get in for her fortune; and an abigail, 
crafty enough 2 a Lapland vir- 
gin It's too much for an invalid of ſety- h Bur, 
upon ſecond thought, there can come no great harm 
on letting them aut for a little while : beſides it will 
give Narciſ a n . n . 
we — * x 
- [Enter Sev, eber, eee er . 

ws Here, Dragon! Dragon e 

Gen. Well S / what have you let em ove? 

g. Yes, your honor's worſhip, I let em loo 
It would have done yaur beart good ta:ifet em: they 
jump'd and friſk'd _ ag * — 
in a warren. £305. Ao 24 

Gan. But did e eee duc 0 

Sey. Ves, your honor: and I've un ůmuzaled 
and am going to let him looſe in the back. and. 

# & Soda | Gen, 
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Gen. Well, that's right; but ſuppoſe they ſhould 
clamber over the pales and cope ? Fve heard of ſuch 
things in my time! 

Spy. So have I; but they muſt fcramble deucedly . 
they do :—indeed, for-the matter'of that, Mrs. Jerky 
has a fine ſtride with her“ ys 1 1 

Gon. Are you ſure now, Spy that you've ſeen. no 

K of body . * 8 this 
'week paſt: 7 1 105) 1 
Spy. Not a fouls! indeed, n Abba 
track any thing but the foot of farmer Brown's Tom cat, 
that comes caterwauling after M iſs Narti as Tabby; 
and, if I catch him, 4 fancy I ſhall ſtop, his rambles. 
Gen. Well then, all's well but I'm waſting time 
keres-TNerduprhtiothingihouldhave tempted me from 
home, but the fear of affronting my old friend Indigo 
— Sir Harry will have a ſine eſtate, in a ring-fence; cloſe 
to mine, he's worth a little poder. Come Sy, you 
and Dragon to your poſts : = you muſt have an hawk's 
eye upon em; and be ſure you don't tipple upon 
guard: behave like a ſoldier to-day, and I'Il give m 


leave to get drunk to-morrow by day-break, + 


Spy. Thank your honor, I'll take ad: 
{going, returns) your worſhip ¶ pointing to Dragon] we are 
2 pair of a 3 oy enemies 

[uit with Dragon. 
Gen. e Lecolle&, there is certainly a conſpi- 
racy againſt me, for I traced à man's foot upon the 
e a full inch longer than Ify's, or any of the 
eners.—A brace of fly baggages hut if I find 

her out, Graber bc mall do in my paſſion— 
take. a ſecond 250 and 20 a Is Wy to 


ei : 


AIR 
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A I 18 III. Mr. Panſint. 


What n new curſes ſpring up, 
To repleniſh man's cup, 
"Tho! heaven in pity has borrawed his wiſe ! 3 
His daughter will grieve him, 
With plots to deceive him : 
But mine !—oh, I'll match her, 
The pr time I catch her | 
Attempt, a young um to biene my life! 


[Exit 


A 


CENE 
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SCENE III. 


NaxcrssA diſcovered on a garden feat reading: — JENNY 
TN haſtily to her with a bird, 


Jen. Law, ma'm !—T have caught the ſweeteſt little 
linnet in the green-houſe, that ever you ſaw in all 
your born days :—how it's little heart goes pit- a- pat 
only look at it, ma'm :— 

Nar. Depriv'd of liberty myſelf, I cannot behold 
the pretty captive without emotion := prithee, let it 
go :- 

Jen.” But perhaps we may never catch it again, 
ma'm :—and I want to hang jt up as a companion to 
my little bull-finch. 

Nar. The generous find more true delight in reſto- 
ring their priſoners to freedom, than in all the advan- 
tages they derive from their captivity :—Pretty ſpor- 
tive creatures —tho' we envy them their liberty, ne- 


ver let it be ſaid, that we invade the ſmalleſt of their 
little privileges. 


1 While the ſymphony is playing, Jenny releaſes the bird. 1 


AIR IV. Ronpo. Mrs. Baddely. 


Love unfetter'd is a bleſſing 
Nature's commoners enjoy; 
Source of raptures paſt expreſſing, 
Which no tyrant laws deſtroy. 


Come 
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Come ye ſongſters ] wing around me, 
Tell me all ye know of love: 
Watchful of your young you've found me z— 
Fark! they carol thro? the grove, 


[Love unfettered, Ke. D. Caro. 


Jen. Ay, ma'm !—and I'd be as free as the lark 
myſelf, if I had the fortune that you'll haye, and not 
be mew'd up any longer.. 

Nar. But there's ſuch a thing as reputation, Jen 
ny ;—and my father never fails to tell me, tis to be 
preſerved but by prudence and philoſophy. | 
"=" Jaws Philoſophy * what the TORE — ooh mean by 
that 5 

Nar. That I ſhould ſubdue all my feelings I fup- 
poſe, in compliment to his. 

Jen. Is that his philoſophy ?—oh never think of ft, 
ma'm, *till you can think of nothing elſe. —Nay I dare 
ſwear your papa never thought any thing about it, till 
he found himſelf a philoſopher againſt his will, | 

| Since his worſhip forſooth, 
Having loſt his ſweet tooth, 
Forbids you Love's feaſt - 
Which no more he can taſte, - 
Be advis'd, and he'll find you a tartar ! 
Talk of loyers to yex him: 
Intrigue to perplex him: 


What give nature the lye ? 
By my ſtars would not 1 | 


Though I dy'd the next moment her martyr, 
C 2 Nur. 


— IEL 
* 9 * TY * . 


{ 
. 


{ 
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Nar. There's ſomething of reaſon in that girl; — 
or rather, there's ſomething in it I believe that flat- 


ters my on inclinations:— be that as it My -me- 


thinks if Byron were — 1 ſhould not heſitate to 
My, with him any her 
82 Lud ma = 11 ou SIN but behold yourſelf 


this moment, you'd for the charming, difference- be- 


tween a deſpairing damſel, and one who loves with 
ſpirit :—for my part, 1 always think, it time enough 
for a woman to deſpair, when you *** count her age 


er wri inkles. 


ar. Thy pleaſantry, girl, generally carries conſo- 


* * with it Well! tho I'c cannot but ſome- 


times lament his abſence, yet I receive comfort from 


2 council, which tells me, I ſhall one day or other 


a reverſe of Fortune : :—Oh ! how, ee the 
adea ! . | 


AT * vi. A, Batch. 


Thus the midni bt tempeſt raging 

Strikes the Taifor with diſmay, 

Furious winds, and waves engaging, 
Baniſh every hope of day! —_ 


But at daWh, chelr wrüth fübfiding, 
Ocean Werte trafttüll fre; 
Joy, 'thrduffhlevery cüffent zlMüng 
Calm lis Vofom Into peace. 


Jen. Huſh ! Hf As I hope debe married, yon- 
der's that arch- mangftl yy Upon tlie watch behind the 
I] — and how 'he 5 ceming this 


Ways — 
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Way: -hat if 1 cohld prevail p him te go down 
to the dlection, and malee me deputy turnkey | 
Nar. That's impoſſible; he gets t00- wach by 
watching us, to give up his poſt for nothing. 

Jen. Do you call love nbthing ?—Confitter what 


you feel yourſelf, madam, and then chink of poor 


'Spy's- ſufferings. —Ha'! ha! ha-!— he's dying for me; 
and ſb if he won't betray every body elſe to obey me, 
he ſhull dangle upon that willow before I give him a ſim- 
gle grain bf hape . -however, tale your book,” me'm, 
and go reſt yourſelf in your favourite bower near the 
Fountain, while 1 try the power of my charms. He 
muſt give up his maſter or me: r t bann ln 
nn 


Nor: robe thee my wif git 11a [Et Nor 


Enter rr. 


* Vour ſervant, Madam — —its a bleſſed 
fine dag, and you're all alone, I ſee.—I am with you 
indeed, — but then I'm nobody, un . unleſs 
you'd. ſmile upon me. 

Jen. Smile upon you; Mr. Sy? —you. are nohody 
indeed can an Engliſh-woman, and a friend to li- 
berty and the rights of che ann mile upon a 


creature ?)]“ 


Spy. Creature n 2.6reatine, Mes. zum — | 


why you make me as bad as Dragon. 


Jen. You 'are' worſe, Mr. 695: he's a dumb orea- 
ture, and knows no Detter z— but 7 can talk, and 
talk finely, Mr. Sy. 

. Thank you Joe! hes, Mrs. Jany:—to be. 
ſuva'T on: talk a lintle, hen - I. am halt cock d. 

ak Jo. 


r OOOEEEONl EE mM EE I ITS 
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Fer. Fie for ſhame ! then, Mir. Spy Pie for 
an an a freeborn woman like 'myſelf, whe 


would give up my life, nay op" e 1 Be- 


hour for my country —- , 
 S$þy. That is noble indeed 1 | 
Jemy. —Shall I ſmile upon a creature; who, whit 


his country's rights are in danger at the election of 
_ Tipplewell, can meanly, and ingloriouſly ſtay at home, 


to watch the motions of two innocent young ladies, 


when he ſhou'd be huzzaing, drinking, and young 


WET for liberty and property ? — T 

Spy. Indeed, and fo I ſhould: nen her fine 
ſpeeches melt a body! . 10 

en. O fie for ſhame, Mr. 8 aſk for 


my ſmiles. My ſmiles, my hand, and my heart ſhall 


be given to a man only, and an Engliſhman. 

Spy. I am both a man and an Engliſhman :—but 
what ſignifies all that, when I've no money in my 
pocket :—if I had but one piece of filver to prime me 


with a little, no man ſhould ſtand firmer by 1 and 
a his | coutitry, than little Spy would. of 


Jen. You ſhant want for that then, the" its whe 


Y Fan ee thimble :—here Mr. Spy. 


5 [gives him money. 
Spy. Now one little vogulſh ſmile, that I'd give 3 


thouſand of theſe for. — and the keys are your own. 
Jer. Deareſt Mr, 8þy leni end ſmiling] 1 
thank you |! 

Oy. Had they been the keys of the ſtrong beer cel- 


lar: you mould have had em !—thus 1 ſurrender up 


the garriſon for the preſent, [giving her the keys] and 
now to protect the laws, liberties, and property of 


ON England: [going, retum.]— Perhaps, Mrs, Penny, 


I may 
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I may return bold enough to intreat another favor, — 
may I hope? 

Jen. A patriot may hope—never to ſigh in vain ! 

Spy. That's 20140 again I'll only ſtep and mount 
my gaters, and return in an inſtant; — you ſhall let 
me out at the back gate, and P11 whiſk: down to the 
borough as quick as a nine-pounder— 

That for my maſter by your ſmiles I'm bleſt, 

Ale ! love and liberty, now fire my breaſt. 

[Exit Spy, | 


Janxy laughing. 


Ha! ha! ha! there's a pretty fool for yen if the 
fate of a kingdom had depended upon it, the gudgeon 
would have bit juſt the ſame. Let ſhort-ſighted poli- 
ticians ſay what they will about the power of money, 
a little * love will go farther, take my 
word for it. | 2 Oy" 


SCENE 
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SCENE 8 


# ſling e e 205k . ai mh hs 


near the paling of which is the uſual inſeription FIG: 
N. and ſpring guns, &c. 
4 Enter BYRON. 


By this time the old buck is loſt in the general uproat 
of an election. What a lucky dog was I to catch a 


_ glimpſe of him as he paſs'd along the road let him 
| chooſe whom he pleaſes, —T am happy that I refus d 


the ſolicitations of my friends; as my ſucceſs would 
only have increaſed his reſentment, —Give me, kind 
Fortune, but thy voice in Loves ſoft election, and I 


care not who are the repreſentatives of a tumultuous 


borough !—but here's the bleſt retreat of my Narciſa / 


How oft through this reſponſive grove 
Has ſofteſt echo told my tale 

When e'er ſhe catight my notes of love, 
She gently bore them down the vale ! 


The ſcene renew'd, my wakeful breaſt. 
Now joyful beats to love's alarms ; 

Ye pow'rs who pity the diſtreſt, 
Tranſport me to Narcfſa's arms 


High- 


—̃ — ee — rr n — n 4 0 
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Heighday !—{ diſcovering the inſcription] — what 
new bugbear have we here ? — “ Men-traps and ſpring- 
guns ſet in theſe grounds Day and NIGHT !” | 
Well done general! — Indeed you plann'd things a 
little better laſt war, or we ſhould not have heard fo 
much of your exploits :— ha! ha! ha!— ſuch a de- 
vice might ſecure your ducks and chickens, but not the 1 
game I'm in purſuit of, I aſſure you: — ſo with my | 
couſin Ranger Up I go!—up I go!— [ getting upon 
the pales. ]J—there—now if the Cyprian deity, has not 
taken care to draw all the charges of his ſpring-guns, 
and blunt the teeth of his ſteel-traps, I'm miſtaken [ 
in my goddeſs o love and fortune go with me. | 


[jumps over. 
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ACT, 


$OENE v. 


Jenny alone, 


Knew I could coax him to make a fool of him- 

ſelf, and give me the keys : — Hark ! did not I 
hear ſomething ? No; I believe it was only the noiſe 
of the caſcade : but it put my heart into my mouth 
— Egad, if Miſs Narciſſa was to be catch'd ſleeping 
— and the poor thing takes a very found nap— there 
would be a fine ſpot of work; but I believe there's 
no great danger, for the gardeners can't be come back 
from the election yet :—— Well, I'll e'en take a run 
acroſs the green, and ſee if I can ſpy him for her.— 
Pretty creatures, I ſhould like to bring them together ! 
— and for all ſhe's ſo fly, and looks ſo demure, my 
word for it ſhe'll have no objection. —If all women 
were like me, they'd cut the matter very ſhort, for my 
tongue and my heart always go together, 


AIR 
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| AIR VII. Afr. Wrighen 1 


Fine ladies may tell us | 
They hate pretty fellows, : | 
Deſpiſe little Cupid- his quiver, and dart; | 
But when love's only by, 
Not a prude will deny, 
That man tho? 4 tyrants the lord of her heart. 
M bewitching a creature 
noble each feature 
My voc n me to take his dear part; 
Then how can I conceal” 
What my eyes will reveal? 
That he muſt, and he will e ben 


J FS ** * Py 1 


n . n a 
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SCENE VL 


Brkon diſcovered in an attitude of furpriſe, behalding 
NaRrcissA aſleep in a Feſſamin bower. 


Byr. —Surely my eyes deceive me | —or is it ſome 
ſleeping Naiad of the neighbouring floods? — No; 'tis 
her ! 'tis my Narcifſe's beavenly ſhape, harmonious 
form'd by tore s matchleſs hand 1. 


AIR IX. I Perm 


My boſom's on fire! 
It throbs with defire, 
* whither ye gods ſhall I fly? 
Love preſſes my ſtay; 
; But ſhould I obey, 
To my paſſions a victim I die. 
| [going, returns, 


But ſtay :—thus will I obey the dictates of 
honor as well as love. Thanks to love and the de- 
ſcriptive author of the Seaſons / [ Takes a card from 
His packet, and writes] ———=— there : in atonement 
for the innocent treſpaſs on thy ſoft repoſe, I will be- 
come thy watchful guardian, and protect thee from the 
eye of any rude obſerver :—but ſoft ! my eager tranſ- 
port has driturb'd her:— ſhe wakes — and ſee ſhe 
ſhrinks even at nature's voice ;— alarm'd, and bluſh- 


ing at the doubtful breeze! I ma conceal myſelf. 
[He retires behind a tree. 


Nar- 
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NarcissA . 


Var. — —Methought I heard ſome human voice 

Theſe lleepleſFeyes, wearied with perpetual watchings, 
betrayed me ito ſlumber: — Sure no eye profane peep'd 
thrb' yon cloſe receſs, and in my unguarded mo- 
ments Ah! what's here? ¶ ſceing the card 
then Ta undone, Cys forward and reads. ] 


Sleep on my fair, 

« Yet unbeheld, fave by the ſacred eye 

4 Of faithful love : I go to guard thy haunt, _ 
« To keep from thy receſs each Fagrant _ | 
40 And each licentious 9 | 


[After a pauſe of wonder] It is - it is my Bras. 
well-known hand! then why theſe mixt emotions 
hard to be deſerib'd? why heaves my labouring breaſt, 


except to bid eternal welcome to its long-lov'd Jord 2— 
No, my Byron, no! thy virtuous merit ſhall go no 


longer unrewarded :—but where is he? —fled !\—Afift 


me then love's favourite muſe, that thus expreſſing my 
own feelings, I may alleviate the ſeverity of his. 
{ She writes and ſings the following air, which Byron Iiſtens 
to behind ber, n n 


AIR X. WM.. Baddey, 


Dear youth my fond heart you have won, 
Tis a truth, that it cannot deny; 
Love's fetters have made us but one, 


Then tell me, — ah! why didſt thou fly ? 
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My hand Hall thy honaur repay, 
As witneſs this amorous figh ! 
. \, Mo belirve me when hitger you far, 


; ber- dee duch, fut none wil Oy 


Nor. [ dropping the card] We defend me! 

Byr. Forgive me, lovely maid, for thus breaking in 
upon thoſe angelic ſtrains : if I have miſtaken their 
ſweet harmonious burthen, I am ſulſicienty puniſhed 
for my preſump tion, G 

Ner [ betolding bin affectionately] My faithful Byron 
—why ſhould my tongue deny, what my looks, ſighs, 
and every action of my life proclaim ?—In the infancy 
of affection, hypocriſy may be merit; but when love 
is aſſured of love, concealment wel be folly, and 


prudery ; A crime. 


AIR XI. 
Mrs. Baddoly and My. Vernon. © 


Naz. —Here I plight a maiden's vow ! 
BrYs.—By thy heauteous ſelf J ſwear !— 
Nax. Thou ſhalt be my guardian now | 


Byz., Thou ſhalt be my guly care! 


Dyxr. 
Here we plight, &c,— 


Enter 


papa, m'am, is this moment return'd, and Sir 


n 
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Enter Jenny haſtily. 


Jen. Oh, ſtop your piping !/—who the deuce would 
have thought of ſeeing you here to Byron — Vour 


Muff along with n they'll be in at the gate in the 
twinkling of an 
Nar. Oh we are n whit ſhall we do ? 
By. How for your Take ſhall I avoid tem? 


Jen. Oh dear m' am, I have it !— run both of you. 


with me into the temple, and I'll bolt you in fafe 

enough :—Pve been forced to play at bo-peep with 

him there a Hutidred, and a hundred times befote now 
myſelf in in! in! 


[Zxcunt to the temple. 


SCENE 


- 
| 
q 
8 
; 
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s vn. 


General wende, and Sir Hazy ry, enering the 
| garden. 2 


Sir Harry. No Sir ; theſe things never give a 
moments anealineſs "to a man of the world, L mon 
honeur., 

Gen. No What the devil, * kick d out of 5 your 
birthrightby an impudent young froundeel, the 4 ſon 
of an obſtinate fool of a baronet, and not take fire at it? 
You'd make a damn'd fine ſoldier —— 

Sir Harry. We take fire at nothing, Gen. Wierry : 
You fine gentlemen of the laſt century, wore yourſelves 
out with your gunpowder paſſions before you were 
men :—for example, your fire has burnt you to the 
bone, General ; ſo that you are in reality, nothing but 


à collection of tinder and touchwood. 


Gen. Damme, you've not a ſingle ſpark of fire in your 
whole compoſition | 

Sir Harry. Paſſion of any kind agitates the human 
frame moſt horribly ; and therefore we of the high tan 
have no paſſions at all ; indeed our lives may be pro- 
perly ſtiled, a kind of agreeable vegetation, 

Gen. Agreeable vegetation !——what a devil of a 
huſband will this fellow make ? | Lide. 

Sir Harry. But I'm all agog for a ſight of your deli- 
cious daughter — they tell me ſhe's a fine cretur; is 
ſhe any thing like Maria ?—{ Taking off his hat] 

Gen, What the devil has he got there? - A picture in 
his hat inſtead of a button! 

Sir Harry. — Apropos, has Narcaſſa good teeth ? 
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En. What the devil will he aſk me next? [aſae] 
In anſwer for't, the'll do your table no Ae if 
that's all ;—but zounds—— _ __ 

Sir Harry. /Table! why my dear OS we . 
underſtand each other: Do you ſeriouſly imagine; that 
teeth in this enlighten'd age, like your green handled 
knives and n are mechanically . es eat- 
ing? 

Gm, Why, what the devil would you have 'em con- 
ſtructed for 

Sir Harry, | Quel ſauvage / {afide) why General, if 
you muſt know, the teeth belonging to perſons of fa- 
ſhion, are tortur'd into beauteous ſemi=circles, and po- 


liſh'd thrice a day for the admiration of the beholders;.. 
Gen. And that's the reaſon, I ſuppoſe, why our fine 


Gentlemen are always upon the broad grin — ſet of 
flop dawdle puppies! 


Sir Harry. Why, do you really think, Grin: that 


I ſhould cut ſo capital a figure in a faſhionable grinz if 
J had dely'd all my days in tough, old Engliſh roaſt 
beef ? 

Gen. I tell you, I neither know nor care : but one 
thing I fancy you'll find, that my daughter will not 
eaſily be prevailed upon to give up her notions of ſub- 
ſtantials, in compliment to your delicate appetite. 


Sir Hurry. Oh leave that to me, General .—I ſhall 


ſoon make a convert of her; or why have I ſcaled the 
lofty Alps, and ſwept the aromatic vales of bleſt Italia? 
if Narcafſa is fortunate enough to have a guſto for 
poetry and muſic, I ſhall make a rapid conqueſt. 

Gen. Damn your muſic and poetry] for both of you 
together, would turn 12 into 2 ene 
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Sir Harry. You muſt know, General, chat the Muſes all 
Nine, ſmil'd upon my ons, -and bye ok A ar 
father to me by proxy. | 
Sen. Damme, but 1 believe he' „ touchsd! Lell. 
Si Harry. I have written a ſong, that has made a 
little noiſe in the nee e the Ger 
chets to it myſelf. | 
. His enen 1——Oh, he's paſt recovery 4 
7 bebe [afide 
gi "ay Ms * n vivre, of which Pve 
the honbur to be a'member, forc'd their annual prize 
upon me for the compoſition.— Vou muſt know, we 
were rallied a little upon a oertain oecaſion by the fe- 
male wits of the Coterie : — fo you may gueſs who was 
fixid upon for our literary champion. (affededly) You 
ſhall have it, though it will Jaſe much of its effect, from 
the preſſure of an — ee n che _ 


1 1 5 get 


Gn, My pipe eu ao n,) wd as a, 
March hare aas, * 


AIX XI. A. Dodd. 


nm L fn Yin: 
© Why entertain, | 
ny to bewitch us with loves artful wit? * 
Dea de do ſo 
Bine vou all know]. M bug fegt. 
. have his Patent for dimples and ſmiles, 
1 | Gentle digi PO pow'r poſing | 
Vield no more to your alarms, 
Each his ſcented ſelf carefling, 
88 Quite enamour'd with his charms! 


Pretty 
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Pretty playthings nn 46 14 

No diſſolve in am'rous fight, 

We a- ſofter clime purſue, 
Froze too long * your eyes. 


ww 7; 


” by ? 
* 


: RIA : 
wr 11 © 


Gen. —Plhay ! damn your mY it may de very 


fine, but I'm. not in a humour to reliſh. it: — Fm 


touch'd to the quick at being flung, by the Byron 3 


and yet you ſeem to mind it n _— — 
match of billiards, WD 


Sir Hurry. My dear General, be 1 as 4 
— and don't fret yourſelf in this abſurd manner 


Gen. I won't be compos d i —damme, but. Iwill fret 


myſelf !—Indeed if I was of your cucumber like diſyo- 


ſition, you might expect to find me as fine a pisce of 


ſtill. life, agreeable — ae en | 


no, Sir l— 


F 
their treatment; and to ſhew you I'm in earneſt, * 


lodge a petition againſt them by this light. 

Gen. Ay; why. cher you ars right, for your grounds 
are good enough. :— 

Sir Harry. E a 
manding officer in this affair. 

Gon. If that's: che caſe, I have 2 plan :—=but;Fm 


ſo tir'd, — walk with me into the, temple, and. IL'II tell 


it Wi ſure. we ſhall diſcover ſome under- 

hand dealings of this young zaſcal's at the bottom, and. 
don't doubt of bringing it home to him. (finding the 
doors fat, What the devil's the meaning of this — 
why the door's faſten'd wilhin. [ i;/lens at the keyhole} 
— Zounds | here are ſome villains concealed with a 


E2 | deſign 
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thieves have hid themſelves within fide l- 


ä 


op 


28 
deſign to rob the houſe ; liſten, Sir Harry „ (Si. Harry 
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puts bis ear to the Auer here Robbin f Matthew 
Jerry! — why, W che deyil are theſe [coundrele 
got to ? 
Sir Harry, Why really, General, I do ny a kind 
pf confederate buz : — [Enter Robbin. 
Rob. What's your honour's will ? 


"Gen. Here, break open the door direAly W 


Rob. Have they, your worſhip chen we'll ſoon 
find them out.— Come along my boys ! (Enter Niet. 
and Jerry.) Thieves in our garden ! we'll let em 
know that nobody ſhall encroach Wen yy privileges, 
without a good ducking, however :- 
[Wy burſt open the 4 with their ſpades, and diſcover 

Byron :—the gardeners laugh.) 

Gen, —Hell and the devil] what have we got here? 
— your ſervant, Mr. Byron :— I give you joy of your 
election, Sir !—(freringh)— how compos'd the raſ- 
cal ſtands—what, I ſuppoſe, you are a Kick of agree 
able vegitation too 

Sir Harry. This is rather too much, Amme! upon 
his return for one borough, to be canvaſſing for ano- 
ther: don't you ſmoak a petticoat, General ? 

[The General looking inquiſitively ] 

Byr. Gentlemen, my preſent ſituation prevents me 
from returning your raillery ;— 

Gen. Fire! and fmoke !' my daughter's maid Jun; 


| —why kufly, how dare you be lock'd up with Wat 2 


rake as this? 
Jen. Law Sir! the gentleman only aſk d en. 
temple, and ſo 1 3 great harm in 
nn & 

dir 


*. 
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Sir Harty, Comingly kind, by all that's plump, and 
lovely ! 

Gen. How the devil did he get in when = gates 
were all lock'd ?—but it's a lye, huſſy, came 
caterwauling after you ; but get about your tle. 
you Jade * [ you nt ſtay in my houſe another mi- 
nute 

Byr. Nay then, Sir, I hope it will not offend you, 
ſince it can no longer be concealed, if I produce the 
moſt delicate e of our innocence,” 


[ Diſcovering Narciſſa. 5 


Sir Harry. Doublets! - doublets by this light ! 

Gen. Nareiſſa —Fraytor! deliver up my daughter, 
whom you have ſeduced, that I wy puniſh * as > 
deſeryes |! 


Byr. Retire Narciſſa, into the citadel, I beſeech you, 
and I'Il defend you to the laſt :— 


Narc. I beg Rue . me up, * 


Jen. Dear Ma'm, you . e eee 


queror ; you have nothing to do with the battle: — be- 
ſides, Mr. Muff will take care there ſhan't be much 
Gen. Matchleſs ons . laugh'd at into 
the bargain ?—Seize him, Robin, and drag him to the 
canal ;—Raſcals, why don't you obey my orders? _ 
Rob. What! Keen e nee I 
love him too well ?t— 
Other gardeners. And fo do 1 
Gen. Villains, you are my flayes ; and Pl woke you 
go what I command you :—lay hold on him, I ſay ! 


AIR 


1 1 
- 7 
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p 
of Mr. Banniſter, Mr. Faber, and Mr. Kear. 


"Too . for his honour, and will till I die; 
In vain then you rave, 
Il not be your ſlave, 
Tho- I'm a poor fellow of humble degeee : 
Which of you then will bear +... 
Will unn 127 
—— Mr. No I ; wall it! 
Or you? Jerry. No ſwear it! 
"There: i is but one way then to ſet us all ede 
We'll none of us bear it: f 2 
Will you ?—Bath—No, I ſwyear * 
Nor Bos, J declare it: 
This, this is che way then, for now we are free. 
{ Throuu dorum their ſpades, & exeunt.]. 


Sen. Scovindrets ! 1'11 be revenged | Oh ! here comes 
Spy /——fetch my double-barrel'd horſe-piſtols . this in- 
ſtant; why: the raſcal's drunk E Later Spy. 1 

* Vou muff excuſe me Gen ral, though I am un- 
der the even in this place, of defending your 
n from any WEIR rr to her inclina tions. 

I Refires into the Temple. 
py. . a Ae him? Lord love 
his heart Byron for ever Il tell you that won't do ;— 
theres no flints.:—b would not hurt a hair of his head: 
Byron for ever — (turning to Sir Harry) 80 I think 
we wa'n't troubled te-chair your ſine gingerbread car- 
caſe :—damme, you know d a trick worth two of 1 [ 

Sir Harry. Filthy brute | . 

Gen. The devil has bewitched ” em, all to . 
againſt me ! Get out of my ſight, villain, or I ſhall be 
the death of you ;— 


7 


Spy 


He's the pride of the borough, god bleſs him;ſay I! | 
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Spy. Oh I. if that's all--I can punch (it/:—Byror 
for ever tho he don't want a ſecond :—he's ſpunk : 
—he can manage em both No Muffs and Indigo 

Nabobs—Byron for ever?! [eit reeling. } 

Den. Powder and fury | I believe chere's neither a 

brave, nor an honeſt man left in the kingdom. Look 

you, Sir Harry, win her and wear her What! I 

ſuppoſe, I muſt fight this fethow myſelf guss up to the 

door) but here he comes;—if he refuſes to ſurrender 
her, put him to dent [Ne enter Byron. 

Sir Harry. Well, if it muſt be fo, it muſt; tho? pon 
my ſoul; I've no butchering ideas about me (hulf draws) 
come, good Sir, 1 ou N A of chaſ- 
tiſing you. 

Byr. Sir Harry, you 8 more er- | 

Sir Harry. No, "ſplit me af 1 Nee * 
by deed of gift; "if you diſpute that title, ſhe muſt be 
mine by force of arms Er rg * ap wei in an 
| altitude. ) 

Byr. Say you foto bv then :—(drawing « 
Fiftol ;— Sir Harry ſprings back.) 

Gen. Why, what the devil, are you afraid of the 
ſmell of powder? [7 Orr Hurry. 
Sir Harry. No, not e e (confuſedly ) 

—[ am—l am —only diſconcerted a little for, for 

fear of the ladies; you ſaw they retired diforder'd. : 

beſides, Sir, eee erg gebe a with the 
aſſaſſin. 

Byr. No more you wane; b 
upon a naked man :— however, Sir, not to alarm you 
with the ſuperiority of my weapon, thus I refign it into 
your hands ¶ Sir Harry receives the piſtol, cocks it, ans age 
vances taward; the temple. ] 

— Oh then he citadel's our own General | 


Byr. 


Rene —BAͥ̊L 
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Byr. N A reg ee Sir Harry! 
l * [preſenting a ſecond piſtol. 
Sir Harry. [Retiring offrightd.] Splice me, vos the 
ruffian has got another! 


Sen. | looking earneſtly at Byron] Damme, that's noble 
too! It's almoſt a ſin to kill ſo fine a fellow: 


but the calls of honor muſt be obey'd :—come, you 


hall ſettle it like ſoldiers however: -“ little thought 


I ſhould ever fee another ſhot fired (Throws down his 
| bat, and meaſures ten paces with his cane. ] 

Sir. Harry. My dear General, what are you about ? 
Sen. About ? — Why meaſuring the ground :— 
you would not fight like a couple of foot - pads, 
with the muzzle of the piſtol in each others mouth, 


would you? what the devil ails you now? 


Sir Harry. Why, upon ſecond recollection, I think 
it would be damn'd cruel to rob him of the girl, ads * 
out his brains at the ſame time. 

Gen, Oh here's generalſhip for you Tu nA come, 
no ſhuffling with an old ſoldier, win her and wear her ; 
— if ſhe's not worth fighting for, ſhe's not worth having. 


Sir. Harry. Dear General, your ear a moment: ( 


pering] my conſcience forbids me. 


Gen. Conſcience ! why who- the devil ever heard of a 
man's having a conſcience, who had no heart? — how- 
2 Sir Harry, I ſee how the land lies: — Vou need 
ve yourſelf no further concern about me or my fami- 
. I am determin'd to have a brave man for my ſon- 
in-law, tho' I croſs the ocean for him. 2 
Byr. Vou need not put yourſelf ieee, 
Sir, when you behold in me, one, who is ready to 
lay down bis life in defence of your daughter's virtue, 


and your honor. 
Gen, Why, tho' my enermy=—thou art a fine fellow I 


own ;—and if] could forget the family —_— 
yr. 
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yr. Believe me, Sir, 1 have lam ented in ſecret the „ 

groundleſs animoſity; that has ſo long ſubſiſted be- 

tween you and my father, ſo fatal to the early over- 

tures I made the lovely Nartyfa. 
Gen. Tounds 1 but when I 1 > nn 

jockey'd by yeu out of the borough; and by ſuch 
Byr. Why, Sir, you ſurprize me 1-—they have cho- 

ſen neee, have oy Not ? N 7 


* | 
Gen. No Sit, hep have: not whine, you. don't 
. know, I ſuppoſe, that they have returg'd. you 
Byr. Upon my honour, no, Sir:—I have been einploy'd 
upon à much more agreeable ſervice: and to convince 4 
you of it, as they have choſen me, contrary to my wiſh- 
es, I am ready. to relign my in favour of any one, 
you ſhall appoint. 
en. Ne, you young leg: — youſhan's de that sache h 
AI am a little cooler than I was: that piece of ſtil life 
there, has brought me to my ſenſes: [pointing to Sir Harry ] 
I begin now to think, that the unanimous choice of a free 
body of people, is too ſacred to be ſuperceded by the will 
of any individual; beſides your eourage has charm d me 
come, you young dog, you may releaſe your priſo- 
ners, they ſhall be upon their parole, till I paſs. 
ſentende. \[Byron flies to releaſe tham from the temple, 
You look mighty cunning, Sir Harry, after looſing 
Tipplewoll, and the richeſt heireſs in the county, through 
your delicate feelings. — damn ſuch feelings, ſay I! 
you'll cut a pretty figure in the _ biſtory on |; 
Maccaronyiſm 
Sir Har. Why, good General, Diſs t know we 
yet: l confeſs I have loft a pair of pretty toys 
but with reſpect to your modern ſatire, a real fine gen- 
tleman, 
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tleman, is infinitely beyond it's reach, I aſſure you. 


fo 1 ſhall laugh at the dinner-hunting tribe 


- Gen, Why, where the devil did this fellow fpring 
from !—( Byron, Jenny, and Narciſa, coming forward) —l 
believe the young rogue deals in magic with both of us — 
(to „ hither, girl, don't tremble ſo—1 
begin to think, that I've held out too long with Sir 
Walter—and therefore I don't know how I can. ſhew 
a heartier deſire of reconciliation, than by rewarCcing 
his ſon of merit, with my only daughter and fifty 
thouſand pounds: :— What ſays W — but I need 


not aſk her! 0 


Nar. If I may diſeover my partiality for Mr. Ne, 
without offending you, Sir, I ſhould tell you, that 1 


have every reaſon in the world to admire, and eſteem him. 


Gen. Come hither, then, both of you; as an earneſt 
of my approbation, tht re — I've joined your hands be- 
fore the parſon; and may neither 12990 nor I live to 
repent it. A 

Byr. This, Sie, i is ſo generous, 25 life will be too 
ſhore to repay the obligation. 

Sir Har, Demme, but I cut a pretty figure here truly 
—— chous'd out of my own borough, and a fine girl, 


by the ſon of a fox-hunting baronet ;—and laughed at 


by the old Jew of a father, for endeavouring to accom- 
modate him! — Well !—What's to be done ?—Why, 


upon my arrival at Almack's, I muſt carry it off, for 
the preſent, by dint of bronze; tell em the girl was 


damn'd ugly; and, that the other borough had loſt it's 
charter. N I[Alde.] 

Gen. Come, come, Sir N every man's not born 
to be a giant - killer; — (ironically) if it be not beneath 


* dignity of a ine „ to rejoice at the ſucceſs 
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of a worthier man than himſelf, adjourn with us to 


W orry-hall. 
Sir Har. Any thing for a _ . for I'm in 


tip-top ſpirits. | 
Gen. All that now remains, is ſink me to endeavour 
to prevail upon Sir Walter to meet us, and conſent to 


make the little rogues happy : —for my own part, I am 
now fully convinced, that the tender affections were 


never implanted in the human breaſt, to be call'd forth, 
or ſuppreſſed, by the caprice of an unfeeling parent, 


VAUDEVILLE. 
 NARcissA, 
Roſy archer come away! 
Give your train a holiday, 
Lay your bow and quiver by, 
Ceaſe to wound, —and hither hie 
CHORUS, 
| Roſy archer, &c. 


ByRoN. 


Hither bring the ſmiling graces, 
And the loves with cherub faces, 
Bid the valleys laugh and ſay, 
Love has made a holiday!“ 


Corus. 
Hither bring, &e. 


SIR 
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Sin HARRv. 


Lips of coral! eyes ſo pretty } 


Out of luck foregad was I: 
Tho? I'm chous'd, Flb join the Witty 92 
Down thou little riſing ſig. 
May Love's tender prittle- prattle 
Keep the day for ever bright, 
And no jealous tittle-tattle, 


C Hokus: 


May Love's tender, & c. 


JENNY, - - 
Gentlefolks if you'll permit me 
Le a word or two. to ſay, 
"Tho! perhaps it mayn't befit me, 
On my lady's wedding- day: 
Graveſt Don with eye of ferrit 
Tho? he practiſe all his art, 
Cannot break a woman's ſpirit, 
Till he's ſtrength to break her heart. 


Cuonus. 
Grayeſt Don, with eye, Kc. 


GuxprAL Worgy. | 


Brother grey-beards ſhort? 's my ſtory, 
Read your features in this glaſs, 

Here's a convert now before ye 
Metamorphos'd from an aſs:.— 


When 


When a ſwain of merit woos her, 
Make your girl a happy wife. ; 

Nature bids you not refufe her, > 
In the CRISIs of her life. 


; Cxorvs: 


When a ſwain of merit woos her, 
Make your girl a happy wife; 

Nature bids you not refuſe her, 
In the CRISISs of her life! 
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Ap SPOKEN BY 
En tering with a large Dog. 


H ! What authors have we now adays ? 
A farmer !-—Ecod or what you pleaſe : 
He ſwears (tho? we've but juſt got thro' one ſweat- o 
He'll make ug ſpeak an epilogue duetto. 
What fay you Dragon ?— Why's your tail ſo low? 
Be not chop-fall'n—they can't damn you, you know 
What dumb my comrade ?—terrible diſaſter ; 
So I muſt puff for you, and for your maſter. 
Ye God's be kind ! No cat-call interference ! 
Believe, Tom Mon, 'tis his firſt appearance. 
Vou would not think it; but the rogue's ſo ſteady, 
He's in the privy-council here, already : 
The Prompters gives him merit univerſal, 
Becauſe—[ whiſtling] his whiſtle calls him to rehearſal ; 
Beſides he imitates no tragic brother, — 
Who makes him pull down one bill—poſt another; 
| Tho! he's not ſleek; and has an hungry eye, 
(A poet's dog is neyer fed too high) 
Vet he is ſound, Sirs, and in good condition; 
He has no We indiſpoſition: 
When Cer in letters large the bill he graces, 
You're ſure of ſeeing him if you have places; 
He'll top the tree, if to this text he ſticks ; 
A dog of parts — and have no puppy's tricks ? 


Odzooks, 
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Odzook's, I've loft his buſineſs in his praiſe ; 
Oh !—here he's ſent to guard his maſter's bays. 
A Dragon, once they ſay, kept watch and ward, 8 
Some curious golden fruit from thieves to Sund. | 
So to protect the poet's fruit from riot, 
Secure ſome guineas, and a better diet, 
He's ſent this Dragon, critics So be quiet: 
Sharp then's the word, my lender waiſted couſins, 
He'll ſwallow Macaronies by the dozens ! 
Growling and ſnarling,—don't let this catch ye 
At all your tearing-work he'll over match ye ; 
If by ill humours, you our bard wou'd puzzle, 
I've nothing elſe to do—but flip the muzzle ! 
Tho? your ſo high (to the galleries) You too he ſoon wou'd 
tame, 
DRracon has wings, if I but ſhew him game. 
But ſhou'd his maſter's ſing-ſong melt your ſoul, 
He'll be as ſoft as Signor Rofignol : 
Wil with harmonious howlings ſwell each note, 
And bark ſweet muſic uy Py his throat,” 
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